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" The'gods themselves, from every sphere,

Incomparably bright,
Borne in their golden cars drew near
To see the wondrous sight.

" The cloudless azure was aflame

With the light of a hundred suns,
Where'er the shining chariots came
That bore those holy ones.

" And white foam clouds and silver spray

Were wildly tossed on high,
Like swans that urge their homeward way
Across the autumn sky."

Sati's father was the patriarch Daksha, who
could not bear the sight of his ungainly
son-in-law. Once he performed a solemn
sacrifice to which all the gods except Shiva
were invited. So keenly did Sati feel the
affront that, in her shame, she threw herself
into the sacrificial fire. Then anger rose in
Shiva's breast, and he created giants of super-
human strength, who struck Daksha's head
off and ill-treated the invited guests. When
his wrath was appeased, he restored the
patriarch to life again, but gave him a ram's
head as a lifelong remembrance. The scuffle
at Daksha's sacrifice is sculptured on the walls
of the excavated temples at Ellora.

Sati or " True" is quite a favourite name